THE  TRAGEDT OF RAMSAT MACLONALD
a few minutes I followed. He must have been informed of
my intended resignation for when I entered through the high
double doors of the gaudy white and gold room, the Prime
Minister was sitting at a bureau, smoking as he wrote. " Hello,"
he cried. " Come in. I believe you are leaving me." " Yess>
I answered. He made no comment on my answer. There
was an awkward silence. At last, without turning, he said:
" You go on talking ; I have to finish these as I am going to
Lossiemouth by the afternoon train."
The announcement that he was going back to Lossiemouth
so soon surprised me. I said so. " Ah, yes," he said wearily,
but still without turning, " I must get away, Fvje had an
awful time. I'm very tired. I need a rest." " Then you are
not going to the meeting of the Parliamentary Labour Party
and National Executive to-morrow ? " " No," he replied very
deliberately, " I am not going to any Labour Party meeting
on Friday."
As he went on writing, I began to realize what this meant.
It meant a definite break with the Labour Party. Surely he
would welcome the opportunity of making his position clear.
I reminded him of his power over a conference. Had I not
seen him again and again sway a conference to his purpose ?
Would he not come on Friday and explain ? This would be
the first meeting of the Labour Party since the crisis and the
formation of the c National * Government. I recalled his hold
over the rank and file of the Party. This was to be a meeting
of the rank and file. I appealed to his gratitude. I was
determined to use every argument to get him to change his
mind and meet the Party. " After all," I said, " it was the
people who made you Prime Minister."
I had heard that day that some of them were unconvinced
and were waiting with an open mind to hear the Government's
case. MacDonald was silent, and I began to think that I
might succeed in persuading him. " Why not tell them the
reason for your action and challenge their verdict? You
cannot throw them over without meeting them face to face."
He laid down his pen, turned full round towards me and
asked the most candid and revealing question : " Do you
think that I am going there to be shot at by those fellows ? "
Shot at by those fellows ! * Shot at' meant that questions
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